BARBARIAN STORIES

Ice held fast on the river for a long winter; then
there was rain and it grew sodden and at last began to
break up again with great rumblings and cracklings
that they could hear even during the feasts in the
halL All the pine forests dripped, and there was a
wetness about everything; but soon there grew a
sweetness among the wetness and that was the flowers
beginning. Anna Maria loved flowers; she made her-
self wreaths and girdles of them and became more
alive every spring. She flung herself at Sveneld and
kissed him like a March wind and he kissed her back
like a hungry bear, and they laughed and laughed.
But mostly the Varangs had moved from their
quarters in spring; it was their custom to settle in
towns or steadings during winter, but they seldom
stayed two years in the same place, or not, at least, a
body of them together. One or two might drop out
every move and take to a wife and farming, but most
would go on, and when there were only a few of them
left it was ill luck if they did not strike another band
they could join to. So it was many of them got rest-
less now. Yet plainly they might never come on such
a chance again. They could not tell whether there
was more pleasure to be got by going or staying.
Sveneld was restless too. Not that he wanted to go,
but still there was something he knew he had not got,
and whatever it was he could not seem to find it in
White Walls.

About this time Sveneld established a string of
posts from White Walls to the southern boundaries
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